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had been moving for months towards the re-capture of his lost
influence over the natives with the aid of the new rite. He never
took the trail on Sunday, because it was the day of rest; and
though a given Sunday be a rare day for travelling, a day with-
out wind such as might not come again in the week, he rested.
What was more, religion had pretty well eliminated travel on
Saturday: was it worth while, seeing that tomorrow we should
be forced to spend twenty-four hours in an improvised shelter,
in Heaven knows what weather? He practised what he had
thus far been taught of the Catholic religion, and he spread its
rites, if not its doctrine, wherever he went. Meanwhile, this
occasion to show off before the Kabloona was not to be missed,
and so I participated in an Eskimo version of Divine Service—
which I was of course expected to report with due enthusiasm
when I saw Father Henry.
Algunerk, his women, and his child squatted in a semi-circle,
holding three prayer-books printed in syllabic Eskimo, a written
language invented by the missionaries. He alone could read,
and as he read he turned the pages, greasy with seal fat, while
the others imitated him. Each time that he began a verse he
would indicate with his finger the place on their pages. Sensi-
tive readers will wish me to spare them the details of this scene
— some of them comic, others disgusting — in which Algunerk
continued imperturbably his recitation, among the carcasses of
dead foxes, in an igloo hung with icicles while three or four
frozen seal stood round the walls with staring eyes like mediaeval
statues, and the puppies, their hair covered with hoar-frost,
dozed at our feet. What, I wondered, could this mean to them?
That the true religion might eliminate their superstitions and
many of their taboos, I could believe; but how could they recon-
cile its teaching with their manners, with murder, wife-trading,
and the rest?
After prayers, Algunerk went out. He came crawling back,
pushing ahead of him a wooden box, and before the dazzled
eyes of his women he unpacked what remained of the riches he
had garnered at the Post, thanks to my two foxes. His greatest
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